CHAPTER IV

I VISIT A SULTAN

MOKALLAH appeared an old, ramshackle Eastern
city after we got into its shady streets. The Captain
wanted to visit the Bombay-Persian Line office and
a tattered young rascal showed us a track alongside
quaint, half-ruined mosques and various stairs crossing
crooked shop-lanes.

Not a single Englishman lived in the town. Its
steamship office, a white-washed shanty, very crudely
furnished with battered desks and benches, held a
staff of Indians, while the cable-station on the beach
was similarly manned. They felt glad to see us, those
poor devils from Hindustan, and offered us what
inferior coffee their store-room contained. But in the
midst of our somewhat mild-mannered party, a whis-
kered, turbaned, sashed, booted and gaudily jacketed
man strode through the door. "His Highness," he
said in fairly bad English, "want you at Palace."

An invitation to see a Sultan! Green and I looked
at each other and nodded.

"Car is in street," bellowed the court official, and
we were led out to the thoroughfare where an old-
fashioned open landau, drawn by a team of mules,
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